44     SONG FOR  THE CENTENARY OP,
As they Lord Gods of earth, These with a rage of mirth
He mocked and scourged and spat on, in such wise
That none might stand before his rod, And these being slain the Spirit alone be lord or God.
35-
For of all souls for all time glorious none
Loved Freedom better, of all who have loved her best, Than he who wrote that scripture of the sun
Writ as with fire and light on heaven's own crest, Of all words heard on earth the noblest one
That ever spake for souls and left them blest: GLADLY WE SHOULD REST EVER, HAD WE WON
FREEDOM : WE HAVE LOST, AND VERY GLADLY REST.